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In pursuance of my policy of never declining work that I anx
practically challenged to do, I accepted without a moment's
reflection, though I knew that 12 guineas will be far from repaying
me for my nervous expense on it. On Monday morning the
Sunday Chronicle telegraphed accepting my price of 10 guineas
for an 1,800 word article. I posted the article to them to-night.
And in the last two days I have also written 2,700 words of my
novel In fact, terrific productiveness !

Grand rolling weather. Foamy sea, boisterous wind, sun,
pageant of clouds, and Brighton full of wealthy imperative
persons dashing about in furs and cars. I walked with joy to
and fro on this unequalled promenade. And yet, at this election
time, when all wealth and all snobbery is leagued together
against the poor, I could spit in the face of arrogant and un-
merciful Brighton, sporting its damned Tory colours.

I heard the door-keeper of this hotel politely expostulating
with a guest : " Surely, Mr. - , you don't mean to say you're
anything but a conservative ! " Miserable parrot. After
reading some pessimistic forecasts of the election I was really
quite depressed at tea-time. But I went upstairs and worked
like a brilliant nigger, and counted nearly 5,000 words done in
two days, and I forgot my depression.

Certainly this morning as I looked at all the splendid solidity
of Brighton, symbol of a system that is built on the grinding of
the faces of the poor, I had to admit that it would take a lot
of demolishing, that I couldn't expect to overset it with a single
manifesto and a single election, or with fifty. So that even if
the elections are lost, or are not won, I doa't caire. Besides
things never tarn out as badly as our feais. It is czdy when
one does not fear that they go so surprisingly and bafflisgly
wrong, as with the Socialists at the last German general election.

Tuesday, January
M.D., une espece de financier, staying here indefinitely and
going up to London every day, said the other night during a
political discussion that there were " forty chaps " in his office,
and that he believed there were forty radicals amongst them.
This cheered me somewhat. Reminiscing about Barney Barnato
with another old Tory here, he said that though B.B. was
utterly uneducated and showed it in ordinary conversation, yet
he could make a speech perfectly correctly ; also that he could
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